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exile

Here's to Mary
Mark walked slowly through the room, barely lifting his feet, unu sually uncomfortable in the alien atmosphere, like a stray dog that wandered into the wrong yard. Suddenly very hot, he loosened his tie and undid the top button of his white dres shirt. The
outfit was nothing close to the casual long-sleeved T-shirts and jeans he usually wore, and
he cou ld picture Mary laughing at him in this stuffy suit. He suppressed his smile at the
thought of her-her cheerful , good-humored spirit-and made his way to a corner of the
room where he might not be so noticeable. He knew he would see her here, and he wasn't
sure if that was what he wanted.
Trey was sitting on the couch, where he had been for the past hour, watching
people meander through his Li ving room, listening to the casual chitchat and the occasional
tinkle of laughter. Every-so-often, he wou ld hear Mary among the voices, but he couldn ' t
see her. She always called him anti-social, although he knew that this time she really wou ldn 't
mind him secl uding himself on the couch. Family was intimidating. Then he saw Mark, and
Mark saw him.
They stared at each other across the room, Mark's intense green eyes looking
darkly and directly into Trey's baby blues, daring him to make a move. Trey stood slowly,
careful not to bring himself to attention, and sidestepped hi s way through the crowd. He
didn 't move directly towards Mark, but he never lost sight of his target. The nerve of Mark
to show up here, in our house, he thought. Finally, after being sidetracked by two fat au nts
and one long-lost co usin, Trey arrived in the chilly corner where Mark was waiting. Mark
cou ldn 't believe this man would dare approach him-would dare to think that he would
tay away forever.
"What are you doing here?" Trey kept his voice low, but firm, expecting that half
of the people in the room had their eyes bored into the back of his head, and each had his or
her good ear turned intently in their direction . It was a crowd of family and friends, all
wonderful, and all eager to hear a bit of gossip that wou ld make for a great story.
''I' m doing what everyone else is doing-having a gay old time, reminiscing
about the good old days." Mark couldn't help but smirk, knowing that Mary would disapprove of his usual smart-ass tone. His smug attitude had been the one thing that had eluded
her easy-going acceptance. She had tolerated it so long because she had known it was only
a gui e he put up to block his true emotional frailty-or so she had said. He and everyone
else knew that he was just cocky. But there was never any point in arguing with that woman
when she came up with a theory. This thought slightly broadened his smirk, and Trey read it
as a challenge.
Still, under the circumstances, Trey remained calm. "Listen, I'm not going to
make you leave, but only because Mary would insist that you stay. I didn ' t know you were
coming, but if you really fee l the need to be here, then you 're welcome. Just know that this
is my house, our house, and I won't tolerate a scene. You got that?"
Mark raised his eyebrows and nodded, slightly shocked by the tiger eyes that he
had just witnessed peering out of thi s gentle housecat for the first time. As Trey started to
turn away, Mark said, "Wait. There's something I want."
Trey napped back around and feigned surprise. "Oh, really? And here I thought
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you just came to enjoy the champagne and good company. My mistake. I hould have
known there would be something more. There always is, isn ' t there?" Mark was silent, so
Trey continued. "What could you possibly want? I know it couldn't be Mary, because that
was settled a long time ago. She'll always be mine now, so what else could it be?"
Mark let the comment roll off his shoulders, as he had so many other things so
many times before. He cleared hi throat. " Pictures. There were some pictures of us on
vacation in Australia. I wanted to go again, and r thought maybe the photos would be helpful, you know, since r couldn't really remember what places I liked the best. It's all sort of
blurry, it was so long ago ... " He lost his momentum, knowing how ridiculou he sounded.
"And you chose today to come get them?" Trey wa incredulous, but Mark remained unfazed .
"Well any ti.me was going to be awkward, right?" he said with an uncomfortable
chuckle and a hrug.
Trey just looked at him, still not believing that this man was actually standing in
his living room. There was nothing really left to do but sigh and say, "I don ' t know what
pictures you're talking about." Mark started to intem1pt. "But," Trey continued, "she has
boxes of photographs in our closet. I' II go look." Knowing that thi was the best thing to do,
that this was what Mary wou ld want, and that this was the quickest way to get Mark to
leave, he stai1ed to head for the stairs.
As Trey began to wa lk away, Mark became all too aware of being very alone, and
very noticeable. He felt as though some sort of honing device had been planted somewhere
on his body, and now its signal was ringing loud and clear to everyone in the room. No
wanting to stay, not wanting to see her-not yet-he had to move. "I'm coming with you,"
he said to Trey's back. Trey just stopped, sighed again, and then continued on to the stairs,
sensing Mark close on his tail. The smell of his cologne was unmi takable. That smel
triggered memories that Trey never wanted to think about again, so he blocked it out, think
ing about happier times, and quickened his pace.
Top of the stairs, first door on the left. It was closed. Mark nearly ran into Tre
when he paused just outside the door, not exactly su re he wanted to enter his and Mary'
bedroom with Mark-this man that he hated so much-this man that Mary had loved s
much. Then, realizing that he had no choice if he wanted to keep tl1e peace, he opened th
door and walked in. Mark lingered in the doorway, taking in everything. The room wa
almost exactly as he remembered it from four months before, with the pale blue walls an
the delicate white curtains that billowed in the slightest breeze. Mary always loved to kee
the windows open, just as they were now, and he remembered lying on tl1at very bed wi
the white down comforter, she in his arms, and taring across the room at the picture of be
in the arms of another man-the man who had true claim to this bedroom and this woman
He felt a tinge of the old guilt and jealousy creep into his mind, but again, he let it roll off
he stepped into the room.
It was as though he had entered into her very being, and the memories cain
flooding back. That melJ ! That smell was what triggered it-not the walls, or the curtai n
or the bed, but that sweet smell of roses and fruit and clean things that were alJ of her. H
never knew what it was that made her smell that way-he didn't care to know-he on)
cared that she did, and that he loved it, and he really did love her. Still. Th.is is not good, w
his last thought before he followed Trey into the oversized walk-in closet.
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If there was any sign at all that a man did indeed live in this room, Mark saw that
it wa in the closet. Trey's shoes, tie and socks littered the floor, his clothes spiJJing off
shelves and barely clinging to hangers. It was a huge contrast to the tidiness of the bedroom,
to ay the least. The presence of a man seemed to overpower this little space, Trey 's clutter
almost completely obliterating Mary's small, self-appointed section. Her bare-necessity
collection of clothes were hanging neatly on the few hangers, and her shoes were all lined
right foot, left foot, on the shoe rack below. Mark smiled.
When Trey reached up and drew back a curtain that hung across the uppermost
helf, Mark barely suppressed the laugh that desperately tried to escape from his lungs. That
wa the Mary he knew: she had the knack for appearing completely clean and organized on
the outside, but once you opened the curtains to reveal what was inside, her life was complete chaos. Although Mark couldn't see it, Trey was smiling too-he was smiling at the
same thing-her antics, her cleverness. He loved the way she didn't own an exuberant
amount of clothes as so many otber women he dated had , and he loved the way she let him
have that space,j ust how he wanted it, without a word about the mess, and he knew that d1is
wa why. Way up on the top helf, normally hidden behind the curtain, was a plethora of old
hats, tangled masses of yarn, broken picture frames, books that she had read and re-read,
and boxe upon boxes of photos, none of which were labeled. With that he remembered
what he was really doing here, and he returned to business.
"Well , they cou ld be in any one of these boxes, so let's start digging." He began to
hand the boxes down to Mark, one by one. He didn ' t li.ke the idea of Mark going through
her things. but there were so many that it would take long enough with the two of them
looking.
The first box that Trey opened contained Mary's old family photos. There were
pictures of her parents before the divorce that Mary had never truly gotten over, pictures of
aunts. uncles, cousins and grandparents, and several old black and whites of people he
didn't recognize. He thought tbey would have been fun to dig through at one time, but not
now. Next box.
Mark's box really wasn't filled witb photos at all, but old letters, cards, poems
and other various trinkets that Mary had collected over die years. Arranging himself so it
would be difficult for Trey to see what he was looking at, he began to dig through the
contents. To his. urpri e, he saw tbat many of the items had been gifts from himself: a small
locket. several birthday card , even Mark's one and only attempt at poetry. When he unearthed a ca . ette tape buried at the bottom, he almost cried for the second time in his life.
The first time had been when he had given her d1is cassette. On it was a recording of a song
about regret over a lo t relationship-he gave it to her after they had broken up, tears in his
eyes. and he had told her that he would never love anyone else like he had loved her. And he
hadn 't.
"What are you humming?" It was Trey.
"'What?" Mark didn't realize he had been humming the tune under his breath.
"It's her favorite so ng," Trey answered himself. "I never understood why .. . it
eems so depressing to me."
Mark's back was still turned, his eyes still peering into the box, his hand still on
the cassette. "'We had an affair." There. He said it. He didn ' t look up.
Trey just stared at the back of Mark's head. He had never expected it to be out in
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the open. Not like this, anyway. "I know," he finally said. "I always knew." And that was it
It had been four months ago, and it was over. Mary had chosen him, said she was final]
over Mark, and Trey had forgiven her. Completely. Quietly placing the lid back on the box
Mark pushed it against the wall where he would remember to put it on the bottom of the pil
when they cleaned up. Trey didn't need to know it existed. At least not now.
The second box that Trey opened contained holiday pictures. He pulled one ou
from last Thanksgiving. They had decided to have everyone over to their house last year
figuring they could handle it, and the event had turned into an utter disaster. The turkey wa
practica!Jy purple inside, and the steamed vegetables were so mushy that they had bee
crushed in the casserole by their own weight. Mary was incredibly upset that she hadn'
been succes ful in turning herself into a cook overnight, until she looked at the beautifu
apple pie she had cooling on the counter. When she brought it into the room, it looke
amazing, and everyone couldn ' t wait to get started, especia!Jy since it was the only edibl
food in the house.
He remembered she had been displaying it proudly, holding it straight out in fron
of her like a prized trophy-she had even placed the tin on her great grandmother's silve
serving platter-when it slipped right off the platter and landed upside-down on Aunt May'
head. Aside from May's yell of surprise, everyone was dead still, not quite sure how t
react. On the one hand, they wanted to laugh because it was quite the funny scene, but o
the other hand, they wanted to cry because they were so hungry. Mary was still standin
behind May, arms frozen high, the now-empty platter still tipped at that precarious angl
when she let out a small chuck.le. The chuckle then turned to flat-out laughter and te
streamed down her face as everyone else joined in. Someone snapped the picture right
that moment, with everyone laughing and the pie still on May's head, luckily sufficient!
cool enough not to cause any serious injury. They ended up having Thanksgiving dinner
the casino, since it was the only place open, but it was still a good time. Trey chuck.led ash
remembered that moment, and Mark looked in his direction.
"What's so funny ?"
"I was just thinking about her sense of humor," he laughed, not quite realizin
who he was talking to.
Mark felt more at ease as well, and he found himself replying, "Oh I know.
remember thi s time she put a rubber band around the handle of the pu!J-out nozzle on
faucet, pressing it in . So when I turned on the water, it came out of that nozzle, which ju
happened to be pointed directly at me!" Trey laughed, in spite of himself. He knew M
was capable of such a thing. Soon they were exchanging stories about the pranks she h
pu!Jed, forgetting for a time that they did not get along, and for the very first time since t
two men had been aware of each other's existence, the air was clear. They continued to
through the boxes, until Trey finally opened the one they were looking for. He stop
talking, and Mark looked up in the sudden silence, immediately knowing what it was.
Trey was shuffling through the pictures-happy times of Mark and Mary, M
and Mark. Standing in front of a waterfall, in front of the Opera House, the ocean, and ev
a kangaroo. Always smiling. Always together. He looked up at Mark, who was just stari
at him, and then he said, "She never stopped loving you, you know."
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"I know, but you're the one she chose."
"I know," he said, "because I'm stable and smart and sensitive." Trey couldn't
quite keep the bitterness out of his tone, amazed that the jealousy was still there. Mark
looked down. "Here," he said, replacing the lid and handing the box to Mark.
"Thanks." What else was there to say? ''I' ll help you put these back," he said,
picking up the box he had carefully placed next to the wall-the box with the song. He
returned it to the shelf, and made sure it was covered by the rest of the clutter.
After they finished, Trey closed the bedroom door, but not before Mark took in
her scent one more time. They descended the stairs and saw that most of the guests had
already left. Mark started to head for the door, but then turned back to Trey. "I need to say
goodbye to her," he almost whispered, as though he were convincing himself, and then the
green eyes focused on Trey with a look of pleading, and Trey realized that he would not go
without permission.
"Go on. I forgot something upstairs." He turned and went back to their bedroom,
knowing it was the right thing to do.
Mark headed towards the living room where he knew she was waiting, and took
something out of his jacket pocket. There were a few people still in the room when he
entered, but they quietly left when they saw him . Then he saw her. He walked over and
looked down. She looked exactly the same. Simply beautiful. He almost thought she was
sleeping. So peaceful ... He kissed the wilted and slightly crumpled rose he wa holding and
carefully placed it next to her body. "Goodbye Mary," llis voice was soft-the sound weak
from fighting against the lump in his throat. ''I' ll never Jove anyone else like I love you."
He walked to the front door and didn't look back. Trey was waiting for him, and
he was holding a box. ''Take this one, too," he said. "It's not mine to keep." Mark knew it
was the box with the song, and he looked at this man-this man who had taken Mary-who
had taken her, but not all of her. Death had done that, and they both knew this, and they
couldn't hate anymore. There just wasn't any room. She had loved them both, and both had
given her all they could and that had to be enough. This they understood, and it showed in
their eyes. She was truly amazing. Mark took the box and walked out into the sunshine, and
Trey closed the door behind him.

--Katie Mannel '05
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